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Not with less force th' Athenian leader

shone,

In strife conspicuous, nor to fame un-
known,
Advanced in wisdom and in honoured

years;

He nor for life, but for the battle fears.
Borne swift as winds within the flyingcar,
Now here, now there, directs the swell-
ing war,
On  every side   the  foaming  coursers

guides,
Here praises valour, and there rashness

chides;
While from his lips persuasive accents

flow
T' inspire th' Athenians, or unman the

foe.
The glorious Greeks rush on with daring

might,
And shout and thunder, and increase the

fight.

Nor yet inglorious do the Persians shine,
In battle's ranks they strength and valour

join :

Datis himself impels the ponderous car
Thro1 broken ranks, conspicuous in the

war,
In armour sheathed, md terror round

him spread,

He whirls his chariot over heaps of dead ;
Where'er he dreadful rushes, warriors

fly,

Ghosts seek their hell, and chiefs and

heroes die.
All pale with rage he ranks on ranks

overthrows,
For blood he gasps, and thunders midst

his foes:

Callimachus, the mighty leader, found
In   fight   conspicuous,   bearing   death

around :
The  lance, wheeled   instant  from  the

Persian's hand.
Transfixed tht; glorious Grecian in the

sand ;
Fate ends the hero's life, and stays his

breath,
And clouds his eyeballs with the shade

of death :

Erect in air the cruel javelin stood,
Pierced thro' his breast, and drank the

spouting blood.

Released from life's impending woes and

care,

The soul immerges in the fields of air:
Then, crowned with laurels, seeks the

blest abodes

Of awful Pluto and the Stygian floods.
And now with joy great Aristides saw
Again proud Hippias thundering thro'

the war,

And mocking thus, ' O tyrant, now await
The destined blow, behold thy promised

fate!
Thrice mighty King, obey my javelin's

call,
For e'en thy godlike self's decreed to

fall!'
He said, and hurled the glittering spear

-on high,
The destined weapon hissed along the

sky;

Winged by the hero's all-destroying hand
It pierced the Prince, and stretched him

on the sand.
Then thro' the air the awful peals were

driven,
And lightnings blazed along the vast of

heaven ;
The Persian hosts behold their bulwark

die,
Fear chills their hearts, and all their

numbers fly,
And  reached  the fleet;   the shouting

Greeks pursue

All Asia's millions, flying in their view.
On, on, they glorious rush, and side by

side,
Yet red with gore, they plunge into the

tide;
For injured freedom's sake th' indignant

main
With swelling pride receives the crimson

stain ;
The Persians spread the sail, nor dare

delajr,

And suppliant call upon the King of day,
But vainly to their Gods the cowards

pray.
Some of the ships th' Athenian warriors

stay

And fire their bulks ; the flames destroy-
ing rise,
Rushing they swell, and mount into the

skies.